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His reverie was abruptly interrupted by the
sound of loud knocking on the iron doorway. The
Mijnheer, who had been dozing in his long chair,
became fully alert.
"Who is it ?" he cried nervously. Chaluay ran
to his side.
"Pinchuri, tuan!" he whispered, convinced that
dacoits had arrived.
The Mijnheer waddled to a cupboard and drew
forth an unwieldy, old-fashioned pistol.
A staccato voice speaking broken Malay was
audible from outside.
"Open quickly, or we fire the lock."
Chaluay perceived that his master had lost his
nerve completely. His eyes were glazed with
terror. Almost immediately there was a heavy
explosion and the door was broken open. Out of
the rising smoke two undersized Japanese soldiers
confronted the Mijnheer and Chaluay who found
themselves covered with revolvers. The Mijixheer's
pistol was snatched roughly from his shaking hand.
He was told to place his hands above his head.
Chaluay noticed that the soldiers carried daggers
in their belts,
" Get us food. Go quickly/* one of the Japanese
ordered shrilly.
" Rystaffel all finished,55 Chaluay replied, pointing
to an empty plate with gleeful impudence.
The Jap, sweeping the room with a furtive
glance, turned his eyes greedily towards Chaluay's
fighting cock in the basket.
"Kill it," he commanded arrogantly.